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EDITOR’S PREFACE. 


The publishers have divided this work of 
FJroebel in order to bring it into volumes of 
convenient size. The edition of Wichard Lange 
and the former English translations have the 
form and style of a music book. In separating 
the contents for this division, the mottoes, com- 
mentaries, and mother communings have been 
placed in the first volume, which may be called 
the Mother’s volume. The songs and music are 
reserved for the present volume, which is the 
Children’s volume. What it contains is suitable 
for children’s ears and voices. 

As already mentioned in the preface to the 
first volume, the illustrations are reproduced 
from the large and well-executed cuts of the 
Wichard Lange edition, long since out of print, 
and now very difficult to procure even from an 
antiquarian bookstore. The pictures in that edi- 
tion are large enough (6 by 9 inches) to show 
the minute details. In order to preserve these 
details the publishers of the present edition 
(size of page 3i by 5 inches) have been at the 
pains of repeating and enlarging the parts of 
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EDITOR'S PREFACE. 


certain of the pictures, making in some cases 
two or three new pictures, and bringing out 
what is obscure with greater distinctness than 
is found evon m the Lange edition. Inasmuch 
as the children are expected to find all these par- 
ticulars in their study of the illustrations, and 
trace out the motives of the artist, this feature 
of the work will be appreciated by all kindor- 
gartners. 

The publishers have also enlarged tho Lange 
pictures to four times tho size of tho original, and 
printed thorn on a series of charts for use in the 
kindergartens, furnishing them at a modorato 
price. 

The new music lierowith offered will justify 
itself as a substitute for that which has boon dis- 
carded. 

I have already stated in my preface to tho 
former volume the reasons that have made it 
desirable to obtain now and moro poetic transla- 
tions of these Froebolian songs. I have gone 
so far as to say that “ most of tho literal imita- 
tions of Froobol’s poetry havo contributed in a 
greater or loss degroo to ruin tho poetic sense of 
teachers and pupils.” I believe that I shall bo 
sustained in this opinion by all kindorgartners 
possessed of gonuino poetic taste, but I think 
that tho versions here offered will be found sure 
to commend thomsolvos to all who havo a “lit- 
erary conscience.” 

W. T. Harris. 


Washington, D. C., October, 



MISS BLOW’S PREFACE. 


The poems m this volume are not literal 
translations of those in the original Mother Play, 
hut attempts to cast FroebeFs ideas into truly 
poetic form. A few songs have been added, in 
order to develop the thoughts suggested in some 
of the more important plays, and a series of Wan- 
dering Games has been given to illustrate Froe- 
beFs method of genetic evolution. A full ac- 
count of the development of these games, un- 
der FroebeFs own guidance, will be found m the 
Pedagogics of the Kindergarten, pp. 2 ± 7 - 25 ±* 
Since most of the melodies in the original 
Mother Play have been condemned by competent 
critics, new music is given m this volume. This 
music consists in part of melodies written by 
composers of acknowledged merit, and in part 
of selections from folk songs made by Miss Eu- 
phemia M. Parker and approved by Mr. George 
L. Osgood. A few of the best melodies in the 
original Mother Play have been retained, and, 
finally, some of the music of Karl Reineke has 
been used. 


* International Education Series, vol. xxx. 
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MISS BLOW’S PREFACE. 


Grateful acknowledgments are duo to Miss 
Eleanor Smitli, and to her publishers (Messrs Mil- 
ton Bradley and Thomas Charles), for permission 
to use eight songs from Volume 1, and one song 
from Volume II of her Songs for Little Children. 
Miss Smith’s books contain songs on all the 
subjects omitted in this volume (Good Morning 
Songs, Weather Songs, Songs of the Seasons, 
Christmas, Easter, and Thanksgiving Songs, 
Flower Songs, Gift Songs, Patriotic Songs, etc., 
as collaterals to The Greeting, The Little Gar- 
dener, and The Pigeon- House 1 ) ; and I earnestly 
hope that her interest m and generosity toward 
the Mother Play may increase the influence of 
her alroady woll-known and popular collections. 

I desire also to express my sincere thanks to 
Mrs. Emily Huntington Mdlor for The Little 
Maiden and Tho Stars and The Farmyard, as 
well as for her kindness in adapting Tho Farm- 
yard, by Mrs. Follon ; to Mrs. Eliot for The 
Cuckoo, Hide and Seek, and The Child’s Prayer ; 
to Miss M. J. Garland for the poem and music of 
Play with tho Limbs; to Miss Kate L. Brown for 
Tho Finger Piano, and for tho use of The Little 
Plant; to Miss Emilio Poulsson for permission to 
use her poems Calling the Pigeons and The 
Woathorvane ; to Miss Elizabeth C. Lo Bourgeois 
for tho poem of Tho Light-Bird ; to Miss Eloonoro 
Hoorwart for tho use of Tho Trees ; to Mr. W. L. 
Tomlins for tho use of Rippling, Purling Little 
River; to Oliver Ditson Co. for uso of Butter- 
flies; and to Mr. Fred. Field Bullard for gener- 
ous help in tho rovision of music. 
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ix: 

Miss Emilie Poulsson’s charming volume of 
Finger Plays is a valuable collateral to the 
Mother Play. I would call particular attention 
to The Little Men, The Little Plant, and A Little 
Boy’s Walk, as songs to be used m connection 
with The Greeting, ISTaming the Fingers, The Lit- 
tle Gardener, and The Pigeon House. 

Susan E. Blow. 

Cazenovxa, N Y., Nov. 1895 . 
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pijAY with tiiki limbs 

XJp and down, and in and out. 

Toss the little lmibs about; 

Kick tlae i>rotty dixni>lod foot — 

That’s tlio way to grow, my swt‘ot ! 
Tliis way and Hint, 

"With a pat-a-pat-pat. 

With 0310, two, throe*. 

For each little knoo. 

By-and-hyo, in work and play, 
Tlioy’ll l>o “busy all tho day ; 

Wading m the water dour, 

Punning swift fox* mother dear. 

So tliis way and that, 

"With a pat-a-pat-xiat, 

.And ono, two, throo, 

For each little Jknoo. 

Fmily Huntington Miimr, 
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FATTING ! F AIjIjING ! 

Do WIST goes baby, 

Motlior's pet; 

TTi^ cornea baby. 

Laughing yot. 

Baby well may laugh at harm, 

"While beneath is mother’s arm. 

Down goes baby, 

"Without f(‘ar; 

Dp comes baby. 

Gaily hero. 

All is joy foi‘ baby while 
In the light of mother’s smile* 

KM II, IK PoifKHSOV. 
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TIIE WEATn ER-YANE 


Weathercock, what makes yon go 
Round and round the whole day so ? 

*Tis the wind whirls me t 
5 Tis th.© wind twirls me! 

So to all th© world I show 
How th© merry wind doth go. 

Pretty kite,, what makes you fly. 

Up above the tree-tops high ? 

^Tis the wind lifts me ! 

^Tis the wind drifts me t 
Tosses me m merry play. 

Here and there and every way. 

Windmill, high on yonder hill. 

What makes your sails go turning still ? 

*Tis the wind loves them ! 

*Tis the wind moves them ! 

Helps them turn the mill-stones round. 
So your meal and flour^s ground. 

The wind can do so many things. 

The airy sprite on viewless wings - 
It waves the flag, it bends the tree. 

It shakes our curls for you and me ; 

And in our merry play we too. 

Show all the things the wind can do. 

Laura E Richards. 
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TIHtJ WEATI1ER-VANK 

This way, tliat way. 

Turns ilio woaUier-vano ; 

This way. Hint way, 

Turns and turns again. 

Turning, pointing, ovor showing. 

How the merry wind is blowing. 

l^MXUXQ PoiTt.sSON. 


8 




9 





aijT-. gonk i 


•Ami. gone ! tli© suppor’s gone ! 

"Wint© bread and milk so swooi, 

Ifor baby deni* to oat. 

All gone ! tlio supper's gono! 

'Where did. baby’s supper go ? 

Tongue, yon had a share, I know. 

Little mouth, with opon lips. 

Through your rosy gat© it slix>s. 

Little throat, you know full well 
’Where it wont, if you would tell. 

Little hands, grow strong; 

Littl© logs, grow long ; 

Little cheeks, grow red : 

You have all “been fed. 

TC&IXXjY IIuntistuton Mui.nk. 
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TASTK SON(i, 


"Wjtjkn tlxo red lips open witlo, 

A.n<l you part llio teeth msi do, 

Thon a tmy door you show, 

Wlioi'o this little plum may go. 

JSTow tlio pink tongiK^ comes in haste, 
.All tlxo pleasant jmoo to taste. 

.All, ’tis voi'y nice and sweet! 

Fruit like this is good to oat,. 

Bid good-l>y<^ to juicy plum ; 

Lot tlie sour apple come — 

Take a. dainty lit. tie bite 

From its cheek all rod and white. 

"What a funny face you make f 
How your little head you sluik<‘ T 
Iix your look T see confessed 
Tliat you like tlxo sweet things best 

JSTow the hitter almond try. 

Brown its shell, and hard and dry; 

Y“ot within, a kernel white * 

Shyly hides away from sight. 

"Yes, it draws the mouth a bit. 

But it*s wliolosomo, every whit*. 

Many bitter things you'll meet. • 

Time, perhaps, will make them sweet*. 

A.11 the fruits and nuts, in turn. 

Teach a lesson you may learn. 

If a thing is ripo all through, 

Thon ’tis "very good for you; 

But to oat the unripe things. 

Sharpest pain and trouble brings ; 
Though they look so fresh and fair, 
Bangor, dear, is hiding there. 

Nora Aifc< , nu*Ar J i> Smith. 
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FLOWER SONG. 

Smell tbe flower., my cbild^ and see 
^\Th.at its perfume tells to tbee. 

Xn its cnp, so small and 'brig’ll t. 

Safely bidden from our sigbt, 

Tbere an angel-spirit dwells, 

^Smd its message sweetly tells. 

From my tender resting-place. 

Little one witb happy face, 

X am talking to tliee, dear, 

Tliongb no voice my cbild may bear ; 
But my perfume sweet will tell. 

Little friend, I love tbee well.** 

Kate L. Brown- 
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TICK » TACK f 


Swiistg, swong ! tliis is the way 
Goes tlie pendulum night and day. 

“ Tick ! took ! tick ! took ! 

Never resting, says the clock. 

“ Time for work and time for fun. 
Time to sleep when, day is done. 

Tick T tock ! ** Hear the clock T 
"Time to rest each little head ; 

Time the children were in hod ” 

Swing, swong! sure and slow 
Goes the pendulum to and fro. 

“ Tick ! tock ! tick ! tock f *' 

In the morning says the clock. 

“ Time to wake from slumljor sweet. 
Time to wash and time to eat. 

Tick ! tock ! " 9 Hear the clock, 

“ Tick, tack, tock ! it erics, 

“Children, it is time to rise 1 * 3 

KlVIILY nirNlINGTON* MlLLKR. 
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$tcf, 'Sac? ! 

©ebet nur, febet rtur 1 
SLBtc Hr ^uttbet an ber Ufa, 

C^ebt tasS Slerntdjen Hit uut> far, 
2)od) md)t frcuj unb boch utdjt 
quir, 

2)cnrt cb qefat ©ddaq Bet ©drtag, 
$mmei tic! unb hunter tad 
Stef, tad , tid tad — 

Ufa, mad) 1 mtr itur ia fern 8etb, 
3etg’ nur tmmer rufa’qe Beit 
Bum (Sffcti, *unt ©platen, jum 
3ettoertret&, 

3um ©afdwt unb ©aben ben gan* 
jen 2etb , 

£>enn mem Jperjfe tot'll ftet$ run, 
<M qefunb unb tbattg fitit 
Sleritnfan, qe^ brum ©d)lag bet 
©ilag, 

3mmer ttd unb tmmer tad, 

Std, tad , tad 





MOWING GRASS. 

Peter, Peter, quickly go 
To tire field tlie grass to mow ; 

Juicy grass, and liay so sweet, 

Brmg tliem for tlie cow to eat. 

Lina, Lina, milk tlie cow ; 

Grood milk sire will give us now. 

Milk to drink, with, rolls or bread. 

Thus we little ones are fed. 

Let us thank our friends, eacli one : 
Peter, for the mowing done, 

Lina, for tbe milking, too. 

And for milk, good cow, thank yoxt . 
Thanks to all are gladly said * 

Baker, thank you for the bread. 

Thanks deaf mother shall not miss, 
Grivon with a loving kiss 

Kmilik Poijxsson. 
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©ra$mal)cn. 

speter 1 qebe auf fcte SZBiefe, 

Sttabe fdjmfl bad ©rad, bad fuge; 
Srinqe betm bad qute gutter, 
gurbte jlub 1 )U SMildj unb Sutter 
£end)en 1 mtld) bte Aub 1 aid- 
batce, 

Srtrtg 1 bie Wilti) ofa 1 Stuf- 
entbalte , 

tub mug i a bie 2Jhf(fc un« tctd&cn 
3u ben quten ©cmmelbmcpen, 
Dag bad $tttb<&cn ffdj redjt labe, 
gin fo btelet tttlTqcn ©abe — 
$eter ’ gebe auf btc SBtefe, 
gftabe fd>nea bad ©rad, bad fuge. 
Dante Dtr bann fur Dent gjtabm, 
Unb ber $ub fur ^ 3JW&ber< 

geben , 

Dann ber 2end)en fur bad Mfy 
en, _ 

Slud) bem Sader fur ’d ©emmet 
dbcn ( M , 

Unb ber gutter fur ben Srei, 
Dag lent Danf bcrgejfin feu , 
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THE RHYME OF TIIE BOWL OF MIEIC 


Oil, hero is the milk, so sweet and white. 

All ready for dear little baby I 

This is the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so whito. 

All ready for dear little baby ! 

This is the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow’s good milk to fill. 

To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 

All ready for dear little baby t 

This is the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow’s good milk to fill. 

To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 

All ready for dear little baby ! 

This is the dry and sweet- smelling hay 
That was fed to the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly, the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow’s good milk to fill. 

To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so whito. 

All ready for dear little baby ! 

so 




This is the grass — (in tlie field it grow, 

Helped by the sunshine, and ram, and dew) — 
The grass that was dried into sweet-smelling haj^, 
And fed to the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly, the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow's good milk to fill. 

To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into tlie bowl the milk so whites 
All ready for dear little baby ! 

This is the mower, who worked at the farm. 
Swinging the scythe with his strong right arm. 
Mowing the fields of grass that grow. 

Helped by the sunshine, and rain, and dew — 

Tlie grass that was dried into sweet-smelling hay. 
And fed to the cow that gavo milk each day 
To Molly, the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow's good milk to fill. 

To take to the mother, wlio with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 

All ready for dear little baby ! 

PM I LIE POULHSON* 
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BECKONING- THE CHICKENS 


Tiny fingers in a row, 

Beckon to tlie clnckens — so. 

Downy little clnckens clear., 

Dingers say, Como liere T come liere 1 99 
Cluck ! claick ! chick T cliick ! 

Dingers say, ** Come liere T come licro 1 99 
Pretty clnckens, soft and small. 

Do not fear — we love you all ! 

Emijly IIuntinotoi* Muller 
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SaubdjentmnEctt. 

Site Saufcdjert *) tootten $um $mfa* 
c^cn fommen; 

SBm! 1 tfmen unfa faq 1 * „Setfa fdjcn 
mtr tstltfommen " 





BECKONING TIIE PTC* EONS 

Cael tlxo pigeons, baby clear — 

Beckon them to yon ; 

Hoar them answer lovingly, 

Coo-oo i coo-oo t coo ! 

Eaiilie Poulrwon 


BECKONING THE PIGEONS. 

See the pretty pigeons, coming, love, to meet 
you T 

Little dimpled hand, can you learn to say, “I 
greet you ? 99 

Bend the rosy fingers, wave thorn to and fro * 

Pigeons, pretty pigeons, baby greets you so. 

Smooth your shining feathers, spread your glossy 
wings ; 

Baby loves to see you, gentle, fearless things. 

Here is gram to feed you, but, before you fly. 

Pigeons, pretty pigeons, baby says “ Good-bye T ” 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE EISH IN THE BROOIC 


Merry little fishes. 

In the brook at play. 

Floating in the shallows. 

Darting swift away. 

“ Happy little fishes, come and play with me T ” 

" No, O no f " the fishes say, “ that can never be ! '* 

Pretty bodies curving. 

Bending like a bow. 

Through the clear, bright water. 

See them swiftly go. 

" Happy little fishes, may we play with you 99 
"NT o,0 no’ w the fishes say, "that would never 
do ! ” 


Emily Huntington Miller 




31 



TITE TARGET. 


One piece this way, 

And one piece that. 

And a smooth little board 
That is ronnd and fiat. 

Drive in a peg 

That will hold them well. 

And here is a target. 

Ready to sell ! 

“ What costs it ? 99 “ Three halfpennies/* 

" That is too dear ; 

Only two halfpennies 
Have I here/* 

"Three halfpennies is 311st enongh — 

One for the work and two for the stuff. 

Three halfpennies the buyer must pay ; 

Who can not pay it mnst run away/’ 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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PAT-A-CAKE. 


Come, my baby* yon sliall make 
Mother dear a little cake. 

Roll it this way,, roll it that* 

Pat tire cake all smooth, and flat ; 

Mark it there* and mark it here — 
There’s a cake for mother dear. 

Baker, is your oven hot ? 

Bake my cake* hut burn it not. 

Here’s the oven* hot and ready* 

Toss the cake in* straight and steady. 
Bake it brown, and bring it here* 
Baby’s cake for mother dear. 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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TIIE NEST. 

Here’s a pretty cradle nest. 

Snug, and warm, and round ; 

Cuddled in. tlie downy "bed. 

Little nestling "birds we found. 

" Stay ! stay ! 99 tlie "birdies say, 
Motlier, do not fly away f ” 

Lear, so dear, never feax* ! 

Motlier waits and watcdies near.” 
Peep ! peep I Lear, so dear, 

Husli, ray balnes, do not fear ! 9 * 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE FLOWER-BASKET 

Weave tlie little "basket,, fill it up witli posies, 
Roses from tlie garden, blossoms from tlie wood. 
With our birthday wishes, with our songs and 
kisses. 

Bring it to the father, dear and kind and good. 
With smiles and with singing 
Our gift we are bringing. 

But love is the treasure 
We give without measure. 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE PIGEON-HOUSE 

Oh, see my pigeon-house so higli f 
Come, my pretty pigeons, haste to fly ! 

To pleasant fields they swiftly go. 

So busy gleaning to and fro. 

And when they 'come hack to rest at night. 
Again I close my pigeon-honse tight. 

Here, in the home so snug and warm. 

Live the little children safe from harm. 

They pass the day in merry play. 

Through woods and meadows green they stray. 
But when they come back at night to rest. 

Father and mother and home are best. 

When evening shadows slowly creep. 

Softly coo the pigeons, nestling to sleep 
The gentle mother, wise and dear. 

Her happy children gathers near. 

And sings to the baby on her breast, 

“ The world is pleasant, but home is best." 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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ISTAMKSTG THE FINGERS 

This is little Tommy Thumb, 

Round and. smooth, as any plum. 

This is busy Pieter Pointer ; 

Surely he’s a double- join tor. 

This is mighty Toby Tall ; 

He’s the biggest one of all. 

This is dainty Reuben Ring ; 

He’s too fine for anything. 

And this little wee one, maybe, 

Is the pretty Ringer -baby. 

-AJ.1 the five we’ve counted now, 

Busy fingers in a row. 

Every finger knows the way 
How to work and how to play ; 

Yet together work they best,. 

Each one helping all the rest. 

Laura E. Richardh 
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THE GrREETHSTG-. 


ISTow see them here. 

These friends so dear, 
jAs tliey together meet ; 

AVhth bows polite. 

And faces "bright. 

Each other they will greet : 

Oh, how do yon do ? 

Amd how do yon do ? 

And how do yon do again ? 

And how do yon do ? 

And how do yon do ? ” 

Say all these children ten. 

Emijlie Poulsson-. 
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TJSGE FAMILY 

This is tlie loving* motlier* 

Always good and dear ; 

Tins is tire "busy fatlier* 

Brave and full of clicor ; 

Tins is tlie merry brollier* 

Grown so strong and tall ; 

Tins is tlie gentle sister* 

Tins tlie lialiy small ; 

And liere tliey all togetlier meet, 

Tliis wliole glad family complete. 

Emilie !Poxj£jSSon 
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TIIE FAMILY. 

This is the mother, so busy at home. 

Who loves her dear children, whatever may 
come. 

This is the father, so brave and so strong-. 

Who works for his family all the day long-. 

This is the brother, who'll soon be a man ; 

He helps his good mother as much as he can. 

This is the sister, so gentle and mild. 

Who plays that the dolly is her little child. 

This is the baby, all dimpled and sweet , 

How soft his wee hands and his chubby pink feet ! 

Father, and mother, and children so dear. 
Together you see them, one family here. 

Emilte Poulssojs-. 
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NUMBERING THE FINGERS 

The tbninb is one, 

Tlie pointer two, 

Tbe middle finger tliree ! 

Ring finger four. 

Little finger five. 

And tliat is all, yon see. 

Fow we liave pnt tbem all to bed, 

A qmet sleep to take. 

And softly sing a Inllaby, 

Lest tbey too early wake. 

Lnllaby, Inllaby, Inllaby, 

All bnsbed and still tbe birdies sit 
TJpon tbe branches bigb. 

Tbe flowerets bang tbeir pretty beads, 
Tbe wind sings Inllaby, 

Lnllaby, Inllaby, Inllaby. 

Emilie Poixlsson. 
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THE FINGER PIANO 


Listen, children dear, 

Tlie lovely music hear ; 

Little fingers downward go — 

Hark: ! tlie answer, sweet and low : 

La ! laf la ! etc. 

Rippling, sparkling- m tlie sun, 

See tlie langhing brooklets run. 

Tell us, brooklet, m your play. 

Tell the song yon smg to-day. 

Up and down the fingers go, 
Hrooklets singing as they how. 

JSTow the merry lark on high 
Carols sweetly from the sky ; 

"Wide he spreads his buttering wings. 
Showering gladness as he sings. 

TJp and down the fingers go ; 

*Tis the lark’s song here below. 

Thus the hand, so small a thing. 

Still may sweetest music bring. 
Fingers, yon must move along. 

Yon may help to make the song. 

TJp and down the fingers go. 

Waken, music, sweet and low J 

Kate Xj Brown - . 


62 





HAPPY BROTHERS AND SISTERS. 


Five "brothers and sisters. 

Busy all the day ; 

Light goes, night comes, 

Sleepy now are they. 

Say the prayer softly. 

Close the tired eyes * 

^ May our heavenly Father 
Watch us till we rise T 99 

Happy, happy children. 

Fast asleep are you. 

Drop tb^ head ! go to bed ! 

We an sleeps too ! 

Laura E Richards. 


CHILD’S PRAYER. 

Heavenly Father, day is done. 

And the quiet night begun ; 

Thou hast kept me through the day. 
Keep me through the night, I pray. 

And, dear Father, while I share 
In thy tender love and care. 

Help me every day to be 
An obedient child to thee. 

Henrietta R. Eliot * 


* The following lines are suggested by Mrs. Eliot as an alter- 
native to first stanza of this poem 

Now I lay me down to sleep * 

Heavenly Father, wilt thou keep 
Me and those I love all night, 

For with thee 9 tis always light. 
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THE CHILDREN ON THE TOWER. 


Two hands and. eight little fingers. 

And two little Grandmothers Thumb. 

J Tis long since they met, but they never forget. 
So a- visiting now they come. 

“ How do you do ? 99 and “ How do yon do ? 

With nods and bows they say. 

“ How do you do ? ” and How do you do ? 

And what is the news to-day ? v 
They tell of their making baskets ; 

They tell of eggs in the nest ; 

They tell the loves of the soft white doves 
That flutter and sink to rest ; 

They tell of the little fishes 
That wriggle their little tails ; 

They tell of the baker, the pat-a-cake maker. 
Whose kindness never fails ; 

They tell of the vane on the steeple. 

How this way and that it goes ; 

Of Peter the mower, who hour by hour. 

The grass and the clover-top mows. 
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“But all tlie stories are told now, 

And what, oh, what sliall we do ? 99 
“ "Well climb the tower this very tour, 
And tliere admire tbe view.” 

Thus cry the children gladly. 

But each little Grandmother Thumb, 

She courtesy s so , and she says “ ISTo ! no ! 

I will not, will not come ! 

"Well go to church together. 

As good little grandmothers do. 

And there we’ll wait — but donl be late ! — 
Yes, there well wait for you. 

And while in church we're waiting, 

A little prayer well say. 

And thanks well give for the days we live. 
And thanks for the children gay.” 




GO 


The children climb the tower. 

And np and up they go , 

Like fairies small look one and all. 

Still mounting m a row 
Now higher still, and higher. 

With never a fear of a fall. 

Till one he stumbles, and one he tumbles. 

And down come toppling all 1 
And down comes the tower itself, too. 

On top of the church — ah me f 
Oh, what a smashing ! oh, what a crashing ! 

And vrhere can the children be ? 

See ! creeping out from the rums 
By ones and twos they come ; 

And, deary me ! at last we see 

Each good little Grandmother Thumb. 

“ Oh, bless us now ! ” and, “ Oh, kiss us now ! 99 

And, Listen, my dears, to me : 

Another day, whatever you say. 

More careful we all must he ! v 

Laura E. Richards 
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THE CniLD AJNT> THE MOON 


See the moon, "baby. 

Riding so 1 ugh r 
"Wbll it come, maybe, 

Down from the sky ? 

Moon, come and play now. 

Pray yon, with me ! ” 

Nay, my dear, nay, now — 

That can not be 
In my bine borne bere 
Always I stay ; 

Yet wbile I roam bere. 

Dear, we can play 
Silver beams gliding 
Down to your feet. 

Seeking and biding, 

J?lay witb yon, sweet ! 

E'en wben above yon 
Clonds bide my face. 

Still X will love yon, 

Tbere m my place. 

When tbe clonds fleeting 
Leave my sky clear, 

Bright sbmes my greeting. 

Loving and dear. 

If yonr part yon "11 do, 

I will do mine ; 

Yonrs, to be good and tr no ; 

Mine, jnst to shine ! 99 

Laura E. Riceards. 
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THE CRIED AND THE MOON. 


Bright, round moon in the starry sky. 
Sailing above tbe steeple high, 

I am so glad your face to see. 

Come from your far-off place to me 1 99 

“ Bear little child, if I come to thee, 

"Who will shine for the ships at sea ? 

Aji d how will the traveller find his way. 
Unless in my far-off place I stay ? " 

Bright, round moon, you may shine for all. 
Sailing above the steeple tall. 

Thanks I give for your friendly light. 
Beautiful moon ! Good-bye ! good-night ! ” 

Emily Huntington Miller. 


THE LITTLE BOY AND THE MOON. 

Pretty moon, your face I see 
Just above the garden tree. 

Are you smiling now for me ? — 

Moon so brightly smiling ! 

Yellow moon, so bright, so near. 

In the sky so soft and clear, 

I can almost reach you here — 

Moon so softly shining I 

Bring the ladder strong and new, 

Mow I know what I will do : 

I will climb and sail with you — 

Moon so slowly sailing ! 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE! DITTLE MAIDEX AND THE STARS. 


Now the stars begin to peep 

In tlie sky, so pure and bright ; 

Baby soon must go to sleej> — 

She must bid tlie stars good-night. 
Little feet are tired of play ; 

Come ; my darling, come array T 

See tbe mother-star, so dear * 

■With, lier little children small! 

And tlie father watching near — 

[Pretty stars, I love yon all ! 

Wlien I shut my eyes to sleep 
All the night your watch yon keep. 

Lather- star, so big and bright. 

Close beside them do yon stay ? 

Are there posies, red and white. 

In the meadows where they play ? 

Do yon shake the dreamland tree 
Every night for them and me ? 

“ Mother-star, I wish I knew 
How yonr babies go to bed ; 

Do they run as chickens do. 

Hiding every yellow head ? 

Do yon tuck them, soft and deep. 

In a fleecy clond to sleep ? 99 

Come, my darling ! while yon sleep 
On your pillow, soft and white. 

Stars will through yonr window peep. 
Smiling, cc JBaby, dear, good-night ! 
Siveetly dream and safely rest 
h% yonr pretty cradle nest ? 99 

Emily Huntington Miller 
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TUB TIOEIT-BIXfclX 


Child. 

O bihdie^ g-leaixxiixg: on tlxe wall, 
Gr 1 earning 
Gleaming - , 

^_x*e you coming wlieri. X call. 

On arrx I dreaming ? 

Mother. 

"Tis tlx© li^lxt-t>ir<i, 

-A_ very TongXxt bird, 

Tlx at is gleaming on tlie wall - 
Tis tlxe lxg-lxt~"bxncl, 

-A. very bright X>ircL, 

Bixt it will not heed your call- 


SO 



Sictytooqlcm an bet SSanb. 
fimbs 
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^>alt mu tod> tmmal otant ’ 

3Jt utter: 

£ !Sa$ SPotfctn til ttur freth: Seta, 

\ Slu fomtin tuefet arufen tti §attb- 
f dun ftetn, 

3 UertetUnttt9le«q(ettt ctfaiftnurfem, 
£ut& ftetrfteuterta® ^cr^enretn. 
0o til e$ tm £eben m stiten @e* 
flatter, 

2te laiTcn ftc£> feft mtfc fcet $anb 
ni*t batten , 

£o& fafp jti ietcfttcxn ^artircr 0tnn, 
tint bcicen til c i tana MierGumunn. 


Child. 


IVe seen the moonbeams in the night 
Streaming, 

Streaming, 

The little stars that twinkle bright 
Like fireflies seeming. 

Mother. 

Like the light-bird. 

Like the bright bird. 

That is gleaming on the wall — 

Like the light-bird. 

Like the bright bird. 

They will not heed your call. 

Mother a nd Child 

The sun, the moon, the twinkling stars. 

The rainbow in the skies, 

A. mother’s smile, a father’s love. 

We eatcli them with our eyes ; 

We can not hold them in our hand, 

Yet from them need not part. 

For when we’ve caught them with our eyes. 
We hold them in our heart. 

Elizabeth Charless Le Bourgeois. 
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THE SHADOW RABBIT 


Hey, tlie rakhit ! ho, tlie raklnt l 
See, the rahkit on the yvixII 
Pricks His ears, for tliat*s His hakit — 
Pricks them up and lets them fall. 
Pretty rahkit, stay, now T 
Come with. me and play, now I 
No, all, no ! lie will not stay ; 

Tip lie j amps and springs away. 

Now tlie rahhit sits upright, 
Munching grass witli all liis might. 
See him. wrinkle up His nose T 
MTliat's that for, do yon suppose ? 
Rail "bit, shall X feed yon ? 

No, X do not need yon t 
Rakkits made npon the wall 
Feed themselves or not at all/* 
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Down our rabbit cowers now ; 

Sure, some danger lowers now T 
See, the hunter with Ins gun 
Thinks he’s going to have some fun. 

Puff * the bullefl’s flying T 
Is our rabbit dying ? 

ISTot a bit, for see him run f 
Rabbits, too, can have their fun T 

Laura E Richards. 
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THE WO LF 


From the dax*k greenwood^ 

From tlie forest fair, 

TJp comes a gray -wolf. 

Trotting liere and there. 

See how lank: and tlnn is Ire T 
Hungry must tlie creature be. 

In tlie wood are berries sweet. 

But sncli tilings lie will not eat. 

So lie goes a-hunting 

Through, the meadows fair. 
Sniffing, snuffing, 

Prowling here and there. 

^VVolf, yon shall not hear away 
Tender hid or lamb to-day ; 

For I see the hunter stand 
"With his trusty gun in hand. 

Laura E Rr'hards 
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THE WILD FIG 

From the green oak wood, 

Where the acorns lie. 

Up comes a wild pig, 

Grunting low and high. 

Children do not often see 
Such a piggy- wig as he ? 

With his long and slender snout 
See him rootmg all about. 

Poking here, and poking there, 
Grubbing up his simple fare, 

Roots and nuts and acorns sweet, 

Such as piggies love to eat. 

Hark ! a rustling m the hush ’ 

Off goes piggie with a rush ; 

Grunting, squealing, there he goes, 
Where the forest thickest grows ; 

And the hunter, brave and gay. 

Will not dine on pig to-day ! 

Laura E Richards. 
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THE LITTLE WINDOW, 

Peek-a-boo., light ! beautiful light. 

Shining so clear through my window bright, 
Down from the sky swiftly you fly — 
Peek-a-boo, beautif ul light ! 

Peek-a-boo, light ! beautiful light ! 

Making the fields and meadows so bright ; 
Flowers in the grass smile as you pass — 
Peek-a-boo, beautiful light ! 

Peek-a-boo, light T beautiful light ! 

Love is the sunshine that makes the heart bright. 
Pure we would be, shining like thee — 
Peek-a-boo, beautiful light T 

Emily Huntington Miller. 


THE LITTLE WINDOW. 

In the water, pure and clear. 

Light loves to play ; 

In the dewdrop's glittering sphere 
Shines the captured ray ; 

But the firm and solid wall 
Gives no gleam of light at all. 
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Through tlie parting clouds on high 
Streams tlie sunlight tliere T 
Look ! for m tlie brightening sky 
Slimes tlie iambus fair! 

Light can turn the storm-cloud gray 
A. 11 to gold and crimson gay. 

Light is pure and good and fair. 

And it loves to rest 
Ever on the things that are 
Brightest, ay, and best. 

Then with smiling faces bright 
Let us greet the loving light r 

Lalea E Ezchaeds. 


THE WINDOW. 

Come, lovely light, and shine on us. 

And make us warm and bright. 

You shine on us , we’ll gaze on you, 

Eor day has conquered night. 

In thankful praise of your bright rays, 
"W e lift our happy voices ; 

Eor you lo ve ns, and we love you. 

And all the world rejoices.” 

cc Lear child, the sun has sent me down 
To make another day. 

And help you tread the path of right 
By brightening yonr way. 

In thankful praise of his bright rays. 
Then, lift yonr happy voices ; 

Eor you love him, and he loves yon. 
And all the world rejoices.” 

George Hyde Page. 
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THE CHARCOAL BURNER. 

Why does the charcoal burner stay 
Up in the forest by night and day ? 

He chops the trees, and he piles the wood. 

And burns it slow to the charcoal good. 

The blacksmith’s hammer goes “l£l %ng ! Hang! 
Ming f 

Charcoal f charcoal hurry and bring f 
For how can I shoe the pony's feet. 

Without good charcoal the iron to heat P v 

The charcoal burner is black and grim. 

But thanks for his labour we owe to him ; 

He chops the trees with a whack ! whack ! 
whack ! 

And burns the wood to the charcoal black. 

Knives and hatchets, shovels and rakes. 

Shoes for the pony, the blacksmith makes. 

The bellows blow and the hammers beat. 

But he must have charcoal the iron to heat. 

Emily Huntington Miller 
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THE CARPENTER. 


Busy is the carpenter ; 

.At Ins work lie stands. 

Oil. tlie wonders lie can do 
“With Ins skilful Bauds T 
Sawing now ; tlie long, long boards 
Shorter soon he makes ; 

And the rough is quickly smoothed 
"When the iilane he takes. 

By his work the crooked soon 
Straight and even grows ; 

Curved he changes into fiat ; 

Wondrous skill he shows T 
Thus he works so busily. 

But we hear him say 
“ Here a board, and there a board, 

IPray, wliat use are they ° ” 

So the carpenter at last 
All together brings, 

Nails the boards and timbers fast — 
How his hammer rings ! 

Thus a cosy house he builds 
"Where the child may live ; 

And for this the grateful child 
Love and thanks will give. 

Emilie Potrr.,ssoN 
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TIIE BRIDGE 


The brook is flowing merrily ; 

Its waters swiftly glide : 

A. little child looks longingly 
Beyond its rippling tide. 

Across the brook are pretty ferns. 

And oh, such lovely moss 1 

And flowTs that seem to nod at him 
And beckon him across 

But dark the water flows between ; 

The stream is deep and wide ; 

ISTo way the little child can find 
To reach the other side. 

But soon there comes a carpenter. 

Who works with busy hands. 

And builds a bridge that safe and strong 
Above the water stands. 

Oh, thanks to you, good carpenter t 
The child calls out m glee ; 

^ Now I can reach the other side 
Where I have longed to be/* 

Then on the bridge the happy child 
Buns back and forth at will. 

Although beneath, so deep and wide. 
The brook is flowing still. 
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THE BRIDGE. 

Where tbe stream flows swift and fair, 
How sball I cross over ? 

In tlie golden meadows tliere 
Graily nods tlie clover. 

Bring tlie beam, and Bring tlie plank ! 
Build a bridge from Lank to bank: ! 

To my friends and playmates dear 
How sball I be showing 
All tbe love tbat daily liere 
In my lie art is growing v 
Yon must play tbe joiner’s part — 

Bnxld a bridge from beart to beart ! ” 

Every loving word yon say 

Makes tbe bridge tbe stronger* 5 
Helpful deeds from day to day 
Make it last tbe longer. 

Love and joy will bamsb strife ! 

So tbe bridge sball last yonr life T 

Laura E Richards. 
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THE FARMYARD HATE 


Johyyy, shut the farmyard gate ! 
Quick, or you will he too late 1 
Don't you hear the pony neigh ? — 

“ Let us have some fun to-day ! 

Woods and wateis I can see 
Come and tiy a race with me ! ” 

Pretty cow says . Moo-oo-oo ! 

Wait for me ; I'm coming too. 

I should like to eat my fill 
In the pasture bright and still 
I should like to stand and drink 
At the little brook s green brink.” 

Baa ! ” the sheep say, et let us go 
Where the milk-white daisies grow 
On the hillsides, warm and steep ; 

We can nibble grass, or sleep 
Come, old Rover, lead the way — 

You will keep us safe to-day.'* 

Lazy pig, with sleepy eyes, 

On the straw contented lies ; 

Chickens peep and pigeons coo ; 

Loud the cock is crowing too ; 

Ducks in glossy feathers dressed. 

Quack and chatter with the rest. 

Hurry, Johnny— do not wait t 
Quickly shut the farmyard gate f 
Cow, and sheep, and pony dear. 

We must keep you safely here ! 

Bird and bee, you need not stay : 

You have wings to fly away. 

Emily IIuntlvgton Miller. 
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THE FARMYARD GATE 

Oil, what a clatter ! 

ISTow what's tlie matter p 
Tlie slieep they hurry, 

Tlie chickens scurry. 

The calf is bawling, 

The farmer calling*, 

** Johnny, run, and slant the gate ! ,J * 

The cock is crowing. 

The cows are lowing. 

The ducks are q narking. 

The dogs are harking. 

The ass is hraying. 

The horse is neighing - 
Johnny f rnn, and shut the gate ! ” 

The "birds are singing. 

The hell is ringing. 

The pigs are sqneaking. 

The "barn door creaking. 

The brook is babbling. 

The geese are gabbling : 

Johnny ! rnn, and shut the gate I " 

Mrs EoliXjEN (adapted by Emily Huntington Miller). 
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THE GARDEN GATE. 

Pretty garden gate. we pray yon 
Open wide, and let ns go 

Where tlie merry fountain dances, 

"Where tlie sweet wh.it e lilies grow. 

Oxien, pretty gate, we pray ! 

Open, flowers, for now 'tis day ! 

In the wind so gently rocking, 

Here the mother rose is seen ; 

And her baby buds are peeping 

Through their blanhets soft and green. 
Baby buds, make haste to grow 
"While the summer breezes blow ! 

Darling violets, are yon hiding 
In the grass your eyes so Line ? 

IsTever fear that we shall harm yon — 

We will only smile on yon. 

Poses red and lilies white, 

Violets sweet, good-by ! good-night ! 

Emily Huntington IUlller. 


114 




113 


TIIE LITTLE GARDENER. 

Come, children, with me to the garden away ; 

The plants are all waiting our coming to-daj^; 

In heat and m sunshine is drooping each leaf, 

But the children are coming to bring them relief. 

Tnnkle tnnk I trmkle tnnk ! 

How the drops shine and wink. 

As the poor thirsty plants hold their heads up to 
drink T 

All thanks, little children ! ” each bud seems to 
say, 

" All thanks for the love that you show us to- 
day ’ 

ITow beauty and perfume shall bless you each 
one. 

In loving return for the good you have done. 

Twinkle twink ! twinkle twink! 

Xow like stars see us wink ! 

For kindness brings kindness, so flowers all 
think.” 

Laura E Richards. 
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THE WHEEL WEIGHT 

March together and. never stop ! 

Here we go to the wheelwright's shop ! 
"Wheelwright, show ns the way yon do. 
Making the wheel so round and tiue. 

Turning fast and turning slow , 

This is the way the wheel must go f 

This is the anger, slim and long. 

Turned hy the wheelwright's hands so strong. 
Straight and steady the auger goes, 

And smooth and true the hole it grows 
Turning steady and turning slow , 

This is the way the auger must go ? 

These are the spokes, all shaped aright ; 

This is the hub that holds them tight ; 

This is the rim of iron and wood 
To finish my wheel so useful and good. 
Turning fast and turning slow , 

This is the way the wheel must go/ 

Emily Huntingtom Miller 
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THE JOINER 

[Plane, plane, plane — 

Joiner, follow tlie grain I 
Smooth, as silt the table grows ; 

Not a break the fibre shows. 

[Plane, plane, plane 

Joiner, follow the gram! 

Strong, strong, strong. 

Push the plane along ! 

Make the bench all glossy white ; 

Not a splinter leave m sight. 

Strong, strong, strong. 

Push the plane along 1 

ISTora Archibald JSmith. 
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TIIE KNIGHTS AND THE GOOD CHILD. 


Galloping fast and galloping free. 

Who comes a-riding so swift to me 5 
Five "brave knights with their plumes so gay. 
What do you seek, good knights, to-day ? '* 
Over the world ue ride to find 
The child that is loving and good and kind.” 
This is the child so dear! 

Brave knights, you see him here ! * 

O child , he always good and gay. 

Now gallop and gallop and gallop away/' 

Emily Huntington Hill hr. 
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THE KNUiHTS AND THE BAD CHILD. 

Here come riding the knights so gav 
" Anv good children here, 4 ' they say. 

“ Ready to ude with trumpet m hand,, 

To visit the happy children's land ? ** 

"Ah, brave knights, you will all be sad 
To know that my child is selfish and bad." 

" It grieves us much to say 
He cannot ride to-day. 

Only good children with us can go/* 

Then away and away the knights ride slow. 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 

Jingle ! jingle f jingle ! 

Hop ! hop ’ hop ! 

See, the knights are passing — 

Stop ! oh, stop ! 

Now my child is happy. 

Gentle, good, and true ; 

He can go a-ridmg, 

A-ridmg with you. 

A-riding, a-riding, over hill and dell. 

But bring him back at evening, because we love 
him well. 

Never fear, my darling. 

Look, and see. 

All the knights are smiling. 

Smiling at me. 

You shall stay with mother 
Till you older grow ; 

Then my bonny soldier 
A-riding shall go. 

A-riding, a-riding, over hill and dell. 

But you’ll come back at evening, because we love 
you well. 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER 

I hear the tmgle sounding 
So merry and so clear ; 

The knights come gaily riding — 

They want thee, child, I fear. 

How hide thee quick, my darling. 

And nestle close to me, 

For not one dimpled finger 

The gallant knights shall see! 

You. can not have my darling. 

So do not linger here ; 

Safe in ray heart I'll keep him. 

He is so good and dear. 

How do not tarry longer, 

But swiftly ride away ! 

Beep out and smile, my laddie. 

And hid the knights Good-day f 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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HIDE AND SEEK 


TV here are yon, my "baby ? 

"Von'^re left me alone. 

Wlio'll tell me, wbodl tell me 
TVliere baby is gone ? 

I've missed him so long ; 

He's far. far away. 

I'll thank any one 

TVlio will bring In to stay 

"Why, liere m my arms 
Tly dear baby lies ! 

TV e often look: far 

For whafs under onr eyes. 

Henexf' K. Eliot 
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THE CUCKOO ! 


Cuckoo ! cuckoo ! 

The cuckoo calls you, dear. 

Cuckoo ! cuckoo ! 

Call "back, and lie will hear. 

Cuckoo ! cuckoo I 
The cuckoo is alone. 

Cuckoo ! cuckoo I 
He wants my little one. 

Henrietta K 


Eliot 
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THE TOYMAN AND THE MAIDEN 

Listen ! listen, mother dear, 

How the hells are ringing T 

“ Christmas times mil soon he here” 
That is what they're singing 

All the boys and gills are out 
In the frosty weather , 

I can hear them laugh and shout, 

As they talk together. 

All the shops with toys are gay, 

Such a pretty showing ; 

Mother, dear, this very day 
Let us too be going. 

Don't you think if Santa Claus 
Down this way were straying, 

He would stop and smile to hear 
What the folks were saying ? 

I am sure if he should see 
Just what I was choosing, 

Such a wise old dear as he 
Would not be refusing. 

Mother, dear, your little maid 
Will not fret or tease you ; 

All the year I've surely tried 
To be good and please you. 

But if I should give your hand 
Just a little squeezing 

When the loveliest doll I see, 

Would you call that teasing 9 

Emily Huntington Miller 
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THE TOYMAN AND THE BOY. 


Hasten, dear father, and come with me 
The toyman's wonderful shop to see ! 

We must tell the toyman what to say. 

If Santa Claus happens to come his way.” 

tfc But what if Santa Claus asks me, dear, 
‘Has this little child been good this year 9 9 
For books, and puzzles, and games, and toys. 
Are not for idle and selfish boys ** 

“ Then tell him, father, that every day 
I try to be loving and quick to obey ; 

And every year, as I older grow, 

I shall be wiser and better, I know/" 

“ Now, toyman, what can you show me here 
To please a child that is good and dear ? ” 

" Beautiful things I have to sell ; 

I am too busy their names to tell. 
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ft Here are trumpets to blow, and drums to beat ; 
Here are knights and soldiers, and horses fleet ; 
Here are bows and arrows, and sleds to use. 
And games and puzzles, and books to choose." 

" Toyman, listen ! perhaps some day, 

Santa Glaus may be coming this way ; 

Here is a message to slip in his hand ; 

I think good Santa will understand. 

He may bung a drum, and a fine new sled 
Swift as an arrow, and painted red ; 

A pair of skates, and a book that tells 
Of knights and fairies and Christmas bells. 

“ But tell him. toyman, in yonder street 
Are poor little children with bare cold feet ; 

He must bring them stockings, all warm and 
new, 

And caps and mittens, and playthings too. 

And, toyman, lest he should happen to lack. 
Here is some money to fill up his pack ; 

We send them our greetings, and wish them 
good cheer 

For a merry Christmas and Happy New Year " 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE CHURCH 


Hark * the church, bell's pleasant sound . 

Let us go, my child. 

There, where every Sunday morn 
Rings the summons mild. 

Through the lofty windows there 
Rainbow light is streaming fair ; 

Prom the doors, wide open thrown. 

Peals the organ's solemn tone. 

Chorus — “ Come ! " says the silver bell, 

" Come, where the voices tell 
Of the God, that dwells above. 

Of the God, whose name is love." 

Let your heart be pure and clean 
"When to church you go. 

For all sweet and lovely things 
There youTl learn to know. 

Learn of God, who gives us all — 

Birds that sing and streams that fall. 

Sun and moon in glorious might. 

Trees and flowers m beauty bright. 
Chorus — Come ! ” says the silver bell, etc. 
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God. who sends the merry breeze 
Blowing here and there. 

Sends the mighty storms that rage 
Through the upper air : 

Yet so loving kind is he. 

Every smallest leaf you see 
Knows his care and does his will. 

Owns his wisdom, working still. 

Chorus — Come 1 says the silver bell, etc. 

In the church, so calm, so still. 

When your childish heart 
With a solemn joy doth fill. 

That, too, is his part. 

He, who loving parents gave. 

Sister sweet and brother brave. 

Gives the power to love and bless. 
Bringing joy and happiness. 

Chorus — Come ! ^ says the silver bell, etc 

Once he sent, to dwell on earth 
Jesus, blessed child. 

From the hour that gave him birth 
Pure and undefiled. 

Try, like him, my little child. 

To he gentle, kind, and mild : 

For *tis thus your love you’ll show 
To the God who loves you so. 

Chorus — " Come ! ** says the silver bell, etc. 

Laura E Richards. 
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TIIE LITTLE ARTIST. 


Oh, now well draw 
sncli pretty things 
See T little birds with 
outspread wings, 
The sloping hill o'er 
they fly 

To reach a tree with 1 



high— 

The tree these birdies love the 
best. 



Because it holds their own dear 
nest. 



That was the birdies' home, 
and here 

Well draw the children's home, 
so dear; 



And leading to the very door 
Are all these steps — one, two, three. 



four. 
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The window now we'll draw, where we 

Look out so many things to see. 

O window clear and bright, "tis yon 

That let the lovely light pass through ! , 

"When sunbeams on this mirror fall, 

The light-bird dances on the wall. 

2s ow, if you could but look 
behind 

The house, this rippling brook 
you’d find, 

"Where swim so many silvery 
fish 

And if to cross the brook you 
wish. 

Why, here’s the bridge, so 
safe and dry. 

Shall we go over, you and I ? 

What’s this ? A watering can like 
ours. 

To fill with water for the flowers. 
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And now we draw a ladder — see ' 

A long, long ladder it shall be. 

Xo wonder baby thought he soon 
■With this could reach the shining moon. 

Xow here's a eosey pigeon house, 

Xot hid in any leafy boughs. 

But set upon this pole so tall, 

Here safely live the pigeons all. 

And coo with voices 
soft and low 
As in and out their 
house they go. 

Down far below them on the 
ground 

The hen and chickens walk 
around. 

And see! a rabbit nest 
appears ; 

O bunny, you have such long 
ears! 
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And here's the farmyard gate, 
which we 

Should always close so carefully. 



Now, for the carpenter, we'll draw 
A hammer — see ! and this sharp saw , ^ 
And always gratefully we’ll tell 
About the house he built so well. 



More friends like him we 
have, so kind. 

We like to bring them to 
our mind. 



So, baker, since our bread you bake. 
An oven now for you we’ll make 
And, miller, for the wheat you grind, 
This flour barrel you shall find. 



Good farmer, here’s your harrow 
now ; 

We’ll draw, besides, the useful 
plough ; 



155 




A waggon, too, to load witli hay, 

Or gram, or fruit, some \A_ 

harvest day. 

Aud now we draw a wheel alone, 
Where huh and tire aud spokes are 
shown. 



But look! Far over m the 


A dazzling wheel shines 

n- i IgfrU 

there on high — -o- 

The glorious sun, whose spreading rays 
Bring many golden, happy days. 

And when night darkens all the blue. 
The twinkling stars come peeping 
through. 


Our eyes the wondrous windows 
are 

Through which we gaze on sun 



and star; 

And sometimes what we see on 
high. 
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We find m beanty nearer by; 

For star shapes glitter in the snow. 
And star flowers, too, the meadows show. 

And now well draw tbe moon, whose 
light 

Makes beautiful the silent night- 
Sometimes a crescent, thin and clear. 
Sometimes a big. round, silver spheie: 
But whether round, or like a bow, ( 
It is the same dear moon, we know 
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Nov we will draw but one thing more. 
And that shall be the big church door 
But drawing is such happy play. 

We’ll surely diaw again some day. 


I 

3 

t 


Emilie Poulssox 





SONGS AND GAMES 
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PLAY WITH THE LIMBS. 


161 


Emily Hi ntinoton Mulch On* English tirtfc Century) 


A lleqt o Modei ato taj 



1 Up and down and m and out . loss the l’t - tie 

2 E\e and 1>\<, m ^ork and pi iy, TIilv II In tins - y 
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PLAY WITH THE LIMBS. 

M. J Garland A dapted from a Tyrolese Foil Song 

Con moto mf 









THE TREES. 

Troui “Music for the Kindergarten ” by Eli lnok IlFEKWAiir 



How their creaking branches sound, While the leaves are scatter’d round , 







Words from WIDE Awake* by permission of D Lothrop Company 

_ From '* Songs for Little Children, for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, bv Eleanor Sm’th 
PnblKhers M ilton Bradley Co , Springfield, Mass. , 1 hos Charles Co , Chicago With permission 
of author and publishers 










168 


WIND SONG. 


Houeft Loins Stt\e\so\ 


E S. 



From * Songs for Little Children ’ for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools byFleanor Smith 
Publishers Milton Bradley Co , Springfield, Mass , Thos. Charles Co , Chicago With permission 
of author and publishers. 





WIND SONG— Concluded. 
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TASTE. Guessing- Game. 


171 


Nora Archib vld Smith FnrD Field Blllard, Op 30, No 6 




j FLOWER SONG. 

Nob v Aephib vlh Smith Adapted ft otn an old Scotch Melody 

Tatie tempo p dohe . , I . 

^ r 4 4 - E 


oil, £ 



Cor-tr tlie eyes all close and — Sweet, 





FLOWER SONG —Concluded 
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TICK * TOCK * 


Emily HuvnxGTOX Mii lfu 
Allegretto 


Eleixou Smi m 





TICK * TOCK •—Concluded 








GRASS MOWING —Concluded 



* Pronounced Lee-na 


BECKONING THE CHICKENS 


Emily Huntington Miller VT W Gilchrist 

Moderately quick 



Ti-ny fin-gers in a row, Beckon to the chickens so,— 



—an j w — - w - - ■ 

Down - y lit -tie chickens dear, — Fingers say, “Come here, come here. 




178 


BECKONING THE CHICKENS —Concluded. 



BECKONING THE PIGEONS. 


Emilie Poulsson Arranged from Karl Reinecke, by Eleanor Smith 


Andantmo 

















BUTTERFLIES. 


Kate L Brow \ Elizabfth IT Emfrsox 

Moderate 



Frrau ** Stones in Song," told by Elu*bcth U Emerson, and Kate S Brown By arrangement 
with Olrver Ditson Co 









BUTTERFLIES 



THE FLYING BIRD. 

Kate L Brown W W Gilchrist. 

Rathei fast, tut with smooth , undulating motion 
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THE TARGET.— Concluded 


f 



ha’ - pen-mes hare I here w "Three ha’ -pennies is just enough,— 



One for the work and two for the stuff Thiee ha’ - pen - nies the 



1 Come, my Ba - bv, you shall make Moth - er dear a 

2 Bak - er, is youi ov - en hot 7 . Bake my cake but 




PAT-A-CAKE —Concluded 
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THE MILL-WHEEL —Concluded 



da\ Tp - on its switt ly turning wheel The slnn-ing wa ters 
gieet All day I turn the hear-} stones That guild the golden 



1 Shall we show you how the Farmer, Shall we show Ton how the Farmei, 

2 Shall we show >ou how the Fairnei, Shall we show you how the Faimei, 

3 Shall we show you how the Farmer Shall we ''how you how the Farmer, 

4 Shall we show 3 ou how the Fanner, Shall we show you how the Farmei, 



r 




THE FARMER —Concluded 
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Shall we show you how the Farm-er sews his bar ley and "wheats 

Shall we show you how the Fanner mows his bar - ley and wheat' 

Shall we show ^ou bow the Farm er threshes bar - ley and wheat 7 

Shall we show yon how the Fairn er sitts hi3 bar - ley and wheat* 



Look, 'tis thus the bus-y Fanu-er, Look, ’tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, 

Look, ’tis thus the bus y Faim-ei, Look, ’tis thus the bus y Faim-ei, 

Look tis thus the bus-y Fai m-ei Look tis thus the bus y Farm-eT, 

Look, tis thus the bus-y Faiw-ei Look, ‘tis thus the bus-y Fairn er, 









IN A HEDGE 

191 

Proebel 


E S 

Andantmo p 





1 In a hedge just where 'tia beat, Moth - er bird has 

2 The eggs are hatch’d, and we can hear Two ti*ny birds crj. 



bmlt her neat Two small eggs ahe lays, speckled and blue, 

“Moth - er dear” Near them let .. ns aott - ly creep. 



Sits there many da vs,warm and true , Sits there many days, warm and true 
"While the birdlings cry “ Peep,peep ’ ” While the biidlmgs cry “Peep peep r ” 



From “ Songs for Little Children for the Kindergarten ancl Primiry Schools, by Eleanor Smith 
Publishers Milton Bradley Co , Springfield, Mnss , 1 horaas Charles Co , 311-213, Wabash Avenue, 
Chicago With permission of author and publishers 
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1 I lived first in a lit, - tie house. And lived there ver- y 

2 One da^ X fluttered liom the nest, To see what I could 































f nt e dim 



joy - ful greet- in g, All their lit - tie friends are meet - mg. 

is. t 



From “ Sonars for Little Children *' for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, by F leaner Smith 
Publishers Milton Bradley Co , Springfield, Mass , lhos Charles Co , Chicago With permission 
Of author and publishers. 







THE FAMILY 

Emtiik Pout bsost Euphbmia M Parker 

Lento ma non troppo mp dolte (The fief ram aftei a French Folk Song ) 



Tina is the lov-mg Moth - er, A1 ways good and dear,.. 
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GO TO SLEEP, THUMBKIN—- Concluded 



FIVE IN A ROW. 



From “ Songs for Little C hildren,’ for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, h\ Eleanor Smith 
Publishers Milton Bradley C« , Springfield, M iss , 1 horaas Charles Co , au-ais, Wabash Avenue* 
Chicago With permission of author and publishers 






FIVE IN A ROW —Concluded. 
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FINGER PIANO. 


it att. L Bbowk Music ai ranged /tom Caul Rrinbcki , by E S. 



1. Rippling, sparkling m the sun, See the laturhmg brook lets run 

2 Xowthe mer-iv lark on high Car - oh sweety from the sk\ 

3 Tims the hand, so small a thing, Still may sweetest mu - sic him] 



Tell me, "brooklet, m 'vonrplav, Tell the song you sing to - day, 
Wide he spreadslnsflutt’iing ■wings. Showing gladness as he sings, 
Fm-gers, you must move a - long, You may help to make the song, 


i i 



TJp and down the fin - gers go. Brooklets singing as they flow. 

Up and down the fin - geis go, "Tis the lark’s song hero bo - low 

Up and down the fin - gers go, Wak-en mu - sic Bweet and low. 






THE HAPPY BROTHERS AND SISTERS. 
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Iauiu E Eichauds 


Old Fi ench Lullaby 


Andcnitmo p 








I hear thee call-iii; 







From * Songs for Little Children " for the Kindergarten and Prim try Schools by Fleanor Smith 
Publishers Muton Hradley Co , Springfield, Mass , Hios Charles Co , Chicago With permission 
of author and publisher 
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O LOOK AT THE MOON 


Mrs Follex 


"W TT Gilchrist 





THE LITTLE MAIDEN AND THE STARS. 












228 


THE CHILD AND THE STAR. 

Andante con moto e Uanquillo J W EruoTT. 



1 Lit tie stai that shines so bright, Como and poop at mo to - night, 

2 Lit - tie stai » 0 tell me, pny Wheto you hide ymrself all day 8 

3 Lit - tie Child’ at nou I peep While you lie so last a - sleep, 

4 Foi I’ve ma ny luenda on. high, Liv-mg ns ith mo in the sky, 



For I of - ten watch for you Iu thepret-ty sky so blue. 

Dave you got a homo like me, And a ia - tlier kind to see 3 

But ns hen mom be gins to break, I my liomesv ud jom-ney t<iko 

And a lov - mg Fa - thei, too, Who commands ns hat I m to do. 










p 


TWINKLE, TWINKLE, LITTLE STAR - Concluded 

poco Tit 
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From " Songs for Little Children ” for the Kinderen.rtc.il and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers Mflton Bradley Co , Springfield, Mass * Thos Charles Co , Chicago With permission 
of author and publishers 
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THE LIGHT BIRD. 

ElizatiI'TH Charles Lk Bourgeois Elfanor Shitft 

Tjrnhfhi 
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TRANSFORMATION GAME. 


EmIIIE POLLSbON ElEMsOII SMITH 



1 TTow boau-ti - fnl r how jor - ons Om cir - clo Lutjo aniliudo' “VTlioie 

2 Up m tlm sM ,i - bo>o tis The Io\o-Iy sUis ap - pow Our 

3 IIow beau-ti - lul f liow jo\ - ons 1 A wieatliwo u<m Ikuo bound, In 



























f Coda 

















u 


And flow 'is that seem to nod at him And beckon him a - eioss 
And builds a bridge that sale and stioug A-bo\etho w«i - tei stands 
A1 - though bo-xicutli so deep and wide. The biook is flow - mg still 



THE JOINER. 


NOR A A. Smii it. Ai i anged from Robert JKoiil 

Andante non tioppo mf 







THE FARMYARD 

Caro A Dugan Adapted from two French Folk Songt> 






THE FARMYARD —Continued. 


fucnds to ’you and mo. 


2 The pret - ty pig cons m the sun, 

3 The ducks aie sw imimug round and round, 

4 Just see tho tm - key shutting by, — 

5 The lit - tie lambs are cry” - ing now. 


Coo, coo, coo, coo The lit - tie colts now past us inn; 

Quack, quack, quack, quack The moth - er lion a worm lias lound, 

Gobble obble, gobble obble The pigs are grunt-ingin then sty , 

Ma a, rnaa, nia-a, ma-a The dog joins m tho Bow, wow, wow, 


Tho so - her cows all w'atch tho fun, And say, Moo oo, moo-oo. 

Tho chickens mu a - cross the ground, And cry, Pee-eep, pce-eep 

The xoost- et from Ins peicb on high. Cues, Cock a doo-dle-doo 

The old sheep standing by the plow, Sivys, Baa, baa-aa, baa-aa. 


* Imitate here the actual cries of the animals instead of using the syllables 
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THE FARMYARD —Concluded 
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THE LITTLE GARDENER -Concluded 







LITTLE ANNIE’S GARDEN -Concluded 
-w — !s — 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE BAD CHILD. 

Emily TTumington* Millmu Elra&ou Smith 

juUeqiettomamtto 














THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER — Concluded 


253 

























CUCKOO —Concluded. 
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HIDING GAME —Concluded 






GUESSING THE SINGER —Concluded. 
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Eaura E Ricitards 
Tranquillo 


THE CHURCH. 


Eleanor Smitii. 
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THE CHURCH.— Continued 


i'X f if 

? ty Sun -day nioin Rings tlio Hum-mons mild 
Eoi all sweet ami love - ly things Thai o you’ll h am to know 

Bonds tho might -y stoimsthat mgo Thio’ the up - poi an. 

"With a sol - emn joy doth toll, That, too, is lus jwit 

Ifiom the lioui that gave lnm buth, Puio and un - do - tiled 





iEjj_ g i JL~£- £-jpz I 

Tliro’ tho lott - y windows tlioio, Ilam-bow light is streaming fair, 
Lear n of God who gives us all, Buds that sing and streams that tail, 

Yet so lov - mg kind is ho, Ev - ’iy small-est leal you boo 

Ho who lov -mg pa-rents gave, Bis - toi sweotand broth - 01 bravo. 

Try, like him, my lit - tie child, To bo gen - tie, kind and mild! 

P— I i i 


Prom the doors wide opon thrown Peals tho or-gan’s sol - omn tone* 
Sun and moon m glorious light, Ttoes and flow'rs m bean ty blight 
Know s his caio and does lus will, 0\v ns lus wisdom work - mg still 
Gives tho pow'r to love and bless, Bringing joy and hap - pi - ness 
Eor ? tas thus $ our will you’ll show To the God who loves you so. 










THE VISIT. 
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Kate L Brown. 


From “Childrens' Songs' 
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THE VISIT —Concluded. 



THE WANDERING SONG. 


Noba A. Smith. 

Allegto non troppo wf 




ITlHtf) Fmi> BrtLAKI), 

Op 00, No. 7 

I?X.2IP^I 


1. "Wo lore to go a-ioam*mg On mm-nydnya of Spring, 

2. 'Wo lore to go a - loam - ing When SummexdnyHlmvo coni©, 

3. Wo lor© to go a -roam -mg On lia - zy Au-tunm cla>«, 

4. We lore to go a - roam - ing In frost - y Win-toi - time, 


THE WANDERING SONG —.Continued. 
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When fiist the buds be- gin to peep, And birds be gin to smg 
And beat tlio wins per ot the glass. The m sects' sleep -y hum 
"When beeches wave then yel - low flags And scar let ma-ples bl ire 
When all the 1 - cy streams aio still, And met ry sleigh-bells chime 


The lamb kins irol - ic in the field, The ba - by leaves un-fold, 

Tne ios - es bloom on ev - 'ry side, The wheat is glow mg high, 

The squurel’s stoi - mg up his nuts. The com is gath -fil’d in, 

The skat -eis skim a-cioss the pond, The noith -wind whistles tree. 






8 THE WANDERING SONG.-Concluded 

Refuain. f ma dolcc 

J _:J m±rfr. 

¥o lo^ to fto a-ioam-mcc, a-ioam-mg, a 10am - mg, Wo 

Wo lo\o to no a - io.mi - mg, a - roam - inn, a - i«*im - m«, Wo 

Wo lo\o to no a-ioam-uig, a * loam - lug, a-ioam-mg, Wo 

Wo lo\ o to go a - loom - mg, a - 10am * mg, a - loam - im>, Wo 

* iTf f- - ~ * f = .ri 




From “ Children's Sons'* > and Hvm to Sing them ' With permission of W. L. Tomlins. 
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 
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All about, all about Baby’s teet are flying . .102 

All gone t The supper’s gone f .... .169 

Busy is the Caipenter . . . 235 

Busy is the Carpenter .... . 230 

Butterflies, butterflies . . . .182 

Come, childi en, wit]a me to the garden away f 243 

Come, lovely light, and shine on us ... 231 

Come, my Baby, you shall make . .180 

Covei the eyes all close and tight . . .172 

Ci eepmg, slowly ci eepmg . ... 181 

Cuckoo, cuckoo . . . 258 

Dear little li lends across the way . . . 205 

Down goes Baby, Mothei’s pet . 103 

Fust to one fnend, then another . . . 263 

Five little childien . . . . 217 

Five little maidens all in a low . 214 

Fly, little bud, m the golden sun . . . 183 

Fiom the willow branches slender. . . 198 

Galloping fast and galloping free . . 250 

Hark 1 the church-bell’s pleasant sound . . .261 

Here come riding the knights so gay 252 

Hero stand we all united ... . 259 

Here’s a pretty cradle nest .... . 192 

Here’s Grandpapa and Giandmamma .... 209 

Hey, the Rabbit I Ho, the Rabbit t 228 

How beautiful ! how joyous , .... 232 

I hear the bugle sounding . . 255 

I lived first m a little house . ... 197 

In a hedge just wheie ’tis best . . .191 

In little Annie’s gaiden . . .... 246 

In the heait of a seed 247 

E saw you toss the kites on high . . , 168 

Jingle, jingle, jingle . 254 

“ Lady Moon, Lady Moon, sailing so high ” . . . . 218 

Little .star that shines so bright . . . 223 

March together and never stop ...... 248 

Merry and swift m the crystal stream 179 

Merry little fLhes 180 
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 


Now go to sloop, my Thumbkin, so olnmsy and strong 
Now see thorn lieic, those friends so dear 

Now the stars begin to peep 

0 birdie, gloaming on the wall 

Oh, call the pigeons, baby dear .... 

Oh, see the gate » It opens wide .... 

Oh, why does the Charcoal Burner stay 

0 look at the moon 

One piece this way and one pioco that 
0 pretty bird, 0 shining bird 
0 see my pigoon-honso, so high I ... 

Over blue eyes, gray or bi own 
Pcek-a-boo, peek-a-boo light .... 

Peter, Peter, quickly go. . 

Plane, plane, plane. . 

Pretty gaidon-gate, we pray you 

Rippling, purling lifctlo liver 

Rippling, spaiklmg in the sun .... 

See the tiees all m a low 

tfhall we show you how the Fai mor 
Smell the Aow’r, my child, and see 
Swing! swong* this is the way . 

The brook is flowing merrily ... 

The busy mill, the busy mill .... 

The song I am singing . ... 

The stars are tiny daisies high .... 

The Thumb is one . 

The weather vane is perch’d on high . 

The windmill’s fans around they go 
This is little Tommy Thumb . 

This is the loving Mother . • 

This is the loving Mother . ■ . 

This way, that way, turns the weather vane. 

Thumbs and fingers say, u Good morning” . 

Tick-tack l tick-tack I 

Tiny fingers m a row 

Twinkle, twinkle, little star . ... 

Under the glowing sun ... * 

Up and down and in and out .... 
Weave the little basket, fill it up with posies 
We love to go a-roarmng ... 

What does little birdie say 

When little Birdie bye-bye goos .... 
Where are you, my Baby! . ... 

Where the wild rose spreads its bowers . 


. 313 
. 20 4 
. 221 
. 227 
. 178 
. 240 
. 243 
. 220 
. 185 
. 220 
. 201 
171 
. 220 
. 170 
. 230 
. 212 
208 
. 210 
. 105 
. 188 
. 173 
. 175 
. 238 
. 187 
. 200 
225 
. 211 
. 104 
100 
. 202 
. 200 
. 207 
104 
. 205 
. 174 
. 177 
. 223 
. 245 
101 
200 
. 200 
. 103 
, 104 
, 257 
. 100 


TUB BlfD. 




